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called Branerdergest and the Black Hill, and toke xxiii persons, lx
horse, with cc hed of cataill, which, nowe, as I am informed, hathe
not only been a staye of the said Erie of Murreis not coming to the
Bordure as yet, but alsoo, that none inlande man will adventure theyr
self uppon the Marches. And as for the tax that shulde have been
grauntyd for finding of the said iii hundred men, is utterly denyed.
Upon which the King of Scotland departed from Edynburgh to
Stirling, and as yet there doth remayn. And also I, by the advice
of my brother Clyfforth, have devysed, that within this iii nyghts,
Godde willing, Kelsey, in like case, shall be brent, with all the corn
in the said town; and then they shall have noo place to lye any
garyson in nygh unto the Borders. And as I shall atteigne further
knowledge, I shall not faill to satisfye your highnes, according to
*my most bounden dutie. And for this burnyng of Kelsey is devysed
to be done secretly, by Tyndaill and Ryddisdale. And thus the holy
Trynite and .... your most royal estate, with long lyfj and as much
increase of honour as your most noble heart can desire. At Werk-
wortk the jx&d day of October? (1552.)'—scott.
L 40. "Watt Tinlinn. e This person was, in my younger days, the
theme of many a fireside tale. He^ was a retainer of the Buccleuch
family, and held for his Border service a small tower on the frontiers
of Liddesdale. Witt was, by profession, a sutor> but, by inclination
and practice, an archer and warrior. Upon one occasion, the captain
of Bewcastle, military governor of that wild district of Cumberland,
is said to have made an incursion into Scotland, in which he was de-
feated, and forced to fly. Watt Tinlinn pursued him closely through
a dangerous morass; the captain, however, gained the firm ground;
and seeing Tinlinn dismounted, and floundering in the bog, used
these words of insult:—" Sutor Watt, ye cannot sew your boots; the
heels risp, and the seams rive." " If I cannot sew," retorted Tinlinn,
discharging a shaft, which nailed the captain's thigh to his saddle^
"if I cannot sew,I canyerkn—(twtch)?—scott. WithTinlinn's
arrival at Branksome, compare Jamie Telfer's, Border Minstrelsy:—
' And when they cam to Branksome Ha*
They shouted a* baith loud and hie,
Till up and spak him auld Buccleuch,
Said—"Whae's this brings the fraye to me?"
"It's I, Jamie Telfer o' the Fair Dodhead,
And a harried man I think I bel
There's naught left in the Fair Dodhead
But a greeting wife and bairnies three.*"

